Il6         SELF-SELECTED    ESSAYS

cap and coat, we settled down to the grim business
of getting anywhere at all. At last there came a long
descent and a slackening of the rain. We swerved
down through a misty fissure into a grey and ghostly
place, where we heard, once the car had achieved its
easy hum again, the faint noise of water. We were
in a hollow in the mountains, a hollow almost
entirely filled with the dim grey sheen of water.
Here then was the lake. Another ten minutes of
twisting and turning and we were shaking ourselves,
like dogs from a pool, in front of a low building that
seemed nothing more than three brown cottages
joined together. This was the inn.

There never was a better journey's end. A
Pimlico boarding-house would have seemed Para-
disal after that shattering ride, but here was a place
in a million. We seemed to have rattled and bumped
our way clean through this modern world into
another and more lovable age, where "they fleet the
time carelessly." It was not long before we were snug
and dry, sipping sherry in front of the fire. We
caught vague glimpses of elderly men, anglers ap-
parently, for the place was full of rods and baskets
of trout. Then came dinner in a low lamplit room.
There was no nonsense about little tables and
simpering* maids handing round snippets of food.
We found ourselves at a long table with all the other
guests, and all the other guests were six jovial old
anglers, the oldest and most jovial at the head of the
table. The dishes, vast tureens of soup and joints of